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was to come with a father whose discipline was so
necessary to a nature that was inclined to rebel
against sedate surroundings. When he returned
from a professional call he found me in bed in my
room, shivering very determinedly.

"You ought to be glad that I am alive I" I told
him reproachfully. Fie seemed to take the same
view, for I was not punished, though he had lost
his wagon.

As I grew older the masters of our district school
had such a difficult time in keeping order that they
were frequently changed. Some of the boys of my
age regarded it as their business to test each new
appointee. Such rebellious manifestations were not
uncommon in district schools of that time and cer-
tainly did not contribute to scholarship. My father
doubtless saw that I was in need of discipline, and
he sent me, at the age of fourteen, to the old Mili-
tary Academy at Norwich, Vermont. It had been
founded by the first superintendent of West Point,
Captain Alden Partridge. At one time its reputa-
tion had been so high that it was considered supe-
rior to West Point, and many boys from, the South,
where the military spirit was more common in those
days than in the North, had been among its pupils.
We lived in dormitories and had regular military drill.
As an institution in keeping with its original pur-
pose, Norwich had greatly deteriorated. I am glad
to say it has now recovered its former excellence.